
NOTES AGAINST THE FROG 
 
That die from acid rain. Grow 
multiple legs. Start this large 
in forests where old-growth trees 
in Poland are being replaced  
by homogenous plantings & where 
the Amazon is losing species 
by the hour. The US West 
is ablaze & petit-bourgeois 
ranchers have militias to protect them 
which their workers lack or  
any wage laborer in the service 
industry without health insurance 
& I too have seen land without people— 
Bradford called it Providence— 
that was simply stolen. Fuck 
the BLM, fuck the FBI, 
but fuck you, too, local lords 
of the land. Yr grandfather’s 
or great-grandfather’s cattle 
was rightfully stolen by the Navajo, 
among others. Late capitalism lives in us.  
Frogs & bees & butterflies know this.  
Beetles know this too, as do wildfires.  

 

 
  

I think that 

measuring with 

precision human 

activity on the 

climate is 

something very 

challenging to do 

and there’s 

tremendous 

disagreement… 



 
 
I have always wanted 
to rhyme Mark Zuckerberg with 
the NSA & GCHQ 
but I will have to console myself with  
some stupid idiotic form of “fuck yr score” or “yrs 
is not ours,” which is all I can 
muster. He bought all the properties 
around his estate to show  
how much he cares about privacy. 
He cares a great deal. A better rhyme 
might not ask at all, as we all can see.  

 

 
 
 
 



Oh my friends who were dropped down 

some well somewhere, who fell as I fell 

& cd not suffer it, & became incensed 

at the only thing that made sense 

which was to believe a shadow dropped on 

one side of the cliff, or to believe that  

falling into the abyss can be stopped 

by the byproduct of indignation, like little 

tufts of shrub or small landslides 

do not be in the well 

nor in the tumbling hard fall 

down some dark turn to somewhere clear. Clapper, 

when asked about NSA spying on US 

citizens, sd to Congress, “not wittingly.” Which 

he was later to regret, one guesses. But not too much.  

My friends, my enemies, my strangers. My 

betrayers, my judges, my fellow prisoners. None of those.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 
 
Let me try this out for just  
this long. The shrubs resist 
& so do the flowers. Nigel Farage 
rhymes with orange in some distant 
Silicon Valley universe. The work 
of Jeff Sessions on criminal prosecution is serious, but not 
in the same way transhumanists seriously suggest 
we might be living in some  
simulated history by post-human  
designers that sounds so much like creationism 
I want to add dinosaurs to it 
programs running like this, chance 
that capital has found its limit. Think of that 
Cambridge Analytica, silly 
name of a worn-out encyclopedia, 
whose analysis is hilarious & deadly.  
 

 
 



A poem for my enemies sounds self-indulgent, 
but if you believe that then you probably 
also scoff at Brockton’s claiming 
to be the city of champions (score 
Marvin Hagler!). I have seen its 
downtown used as a scene in some movie  
burning alive & it is. They shut down streets 
& put up signs. I have seen heroin addicts 
stumble out of the Brockton police  
department while I’ve waited for a train. 
I am always waiting for a train in  
Brockton. That is true. I remember 
somewhere I won’t mention, & I loved it, 
someone saying he was going back there 
but I can’t recall if he was  
from Cambridge, & he might have been, Cambridge  
University, perhaps. That’s obviously not true. He was  
from where they filmed buildings on fire downtown. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
How do networks run without 
oxygen? How do circuits 
flow without blood? How does 
the Amazon, let’s say, persist 
when its shoreline is being deforested 
like Haiti & when trees on the 
shoreline determine the weather 
for an entire continent? Dominic 
Cummings, you have no world to leave. 
But the world has a world to leave.  

 
 
 
 

DOES IT FEEL GOOD WHEN 
YR HEAD EXPLODES? 

 

Accuracy is for 

snake-oil pussies! 



What sort of encryption 
ever cd matter 
in a poem? What 
absurd security  
with body armor, with guns, 
with high powered rifles? 
I might know something 
about the last, since my father 
built a cherry stock for a .308 
& we reloaded bullets 
for it on the kitchen table. 
It’s a preference for snipers, 
I hear. Not the best, 
but adequate. His had  
polished marbled wood, a harness, & no  
scope. Conceal what you will.  

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

The managerial class has a few 
tricks up their sleeve, tho 
they come in different flavors 
from the hypocritical to the outright 
craven. Pick yr poison—death 
by nuclear winter, death by  
global warming, or death 
by exponentially growing 
superintelligence. Give me a break 
Nick Bostrom, are we forgetting  
anything? Not research that 
creates yr millions in grants or bestselling books 
while leaving aside the material 
conditions that produce economically 
marginal & under-employed popul 
ations in the name of fantastic hysteria 
& repressive bourgeois redistribution 
on the edge of apoca 
lypse. Same as the old boss. 



Yrs cdn’t be more. Of course 
it can, with Alexander Nix 
 
************************ 
 
whose name I didn’t invent 
altho I wish I had 
 
************************ 
 
the point of this is despair. 
Why wd you not be air.  
 
************************ 
 
Why wd you even  
talk anyone out of it,  
 
************************ 
 
& I ask you that, but  

ain’t that just the hard bit.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

When you don’t have to pay 
anyone to read yr stuff— 
hahahahaha 
I mean print it out & not 
get paid— 
hahahahaha 
when all yr debt 
isn’t useless except to tread water 
you can probably not bother to use  
words like we’re coming for you 
fascist scum, or the 
threat of collective violence 
can also be legitimate, 
or that can even be proof 
of the best in us. We can do that 
because having nothing else to lose 
is giving us life until we’re dead.  

 

The more you know 

about someone, the 

better you can engage 

with them and the 

more relevant you can 

make the 

communications that 

you send to them 


